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&e Tragedie, 

‘Rich. Cry mere y Lords, and watchfull Gentlemen, 

That you hauetaneatardielluggard heerc. 

Lor. How haue you fiept my Lord? 

Rub. The fwceteft lleepe,and faireft boding dreames, 

Thateuerentred in adrowfiehead, 

Haue llince your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought theirfoulcs, whole bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent, and cried on viftorie; 

I promifeyou my foule is very locund. 

In the remembrance of fo faire adreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lcr. V pon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why then tis timetoarmc, and giue direttion. 
More then 1 haue Laid, iouing country-men, ( His Oration to 
Tneleifureandinforcemencofthetime, ( hufomdters . 

Forbids to dwell v pon, yet remember this, 

God,and our good caufe, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules. 

Like high reard bulwarkes, (land before our faces, 

Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft, 

Had rather haue vs winnc,then him they follow: 

For, what is hethey follow? truely gentlemen, 

A bloudie tyrant, and a homicide. 

One raifde in bloud,and one in bloud eftablifhed: 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath. 

And flaughtered thofe that were the meanes to helpe him : 

A bafe foule done, made precious by the foyle 
Of jE^W.fchairc, where he isfalfiyfet. 

One thar hath euer becne Godsenemie: 

Then ifyou-fight againft Gods enemie, 

God will in iurtice wardyouas hisfouldiers: 

Ifyoufweare to puta Tyrant downe. 

You fleepein peace,the Tyrant being flaine, 

If you doefight againft your countries foes, 

Your countries f at, ih all pay your paines the hire, 
lfyou doe fight in fafegard ofyour wines, 

Yourwiues fiiall welcome home the conquerors : 

If you doefree your children from the fword, 

Your childrens children quits it ifryour age,- ^ 


offUchard the Third. 

Then in the name of God and all thefenghts* 

Aduance your ftandards draw your willmgfwords 

For me, the ranfome of my bold attempt. 

Shall be this cold corps on the earths cold face; 

But if Ithriue,the gaine of my attempt. 

The leaft of you (hall flute his part thereof, 

Sound drums and trumpets boldly, andcheerefu y, 

God, and Saint qeerge, Richmond , and v ittorie. 

Enter King Rtchard,Rat. &c. 

King. Whatfaid Northttmberland&stouchingRtchmon 

Rat. That he was neucr train'd vp in armes. 

King. He faid the truth, and what faid Snrrey then. 

Rat. He fmiled and faid, the better for our purpoic, 

Xing. He was in the right, and fo indeeed lit is ; 

Tell the docke there The clocks firtketh* 

Giue me a Kalender, who faw the Sunne to day i 

Ktnc. ^heiThe difdaines to fliine,for by thebookc. 

He (hould haue brau’d the Eaft an houre agoe, 

A blacke day will it be to fome bodie Rat* 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. The Sunne will not be feenc to day, 

The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 

I would thefe deawie teares were from the ground, 

Not (bine to day : why, what is that to me 
More then to Richmond ? for the fclfe-fameheauen 
That frownes on me looke fadly vpon him. 

Enter Norfolke. 

Nor. Arme, arme, my Lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,buftle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 

Call v p Lord Stanley , bid him bring his power, 

I will lead forth ray fouldiers to the plaine. 

And thus my battel! (hall be ordered. 

My fore-ward (hall be drawne in length, 

Confifting equally of horfe and foot, 

Our Archers fhall be placed inthe midft, 

Iohn Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Earle of Surrey 
Shall haue the leading of the footc and horfe, 

They thus directed, \ve willfollow 
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